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A l l Summer 
I Hear the Angry Word "Re s t . " 
A l l summer I hear the angry word "Rest." 
It whispers out of unread books, 
From typing paper as yet untyped. 
I have come to know its hot, breathy sound. 
Thoughts walk off my notes. Change into trunks 
And jump into some pool without a word. 
Sometimes I plunge after them, going deep 
Into my dreams where the rest cannot hide. 
But even a poem cannot bring them back alive. 
Angry, things intend to remain all summer. 
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